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minutes on the average, while the distance traversed by the
sand while singing seemed to be from 50 to 70 feet.    .
Having twice manipulated the show with complete suc-
cess, I started off a sort of Grand Finale and soon had the
sand cliff booming and droning in the most effective manner.
Bottle in hand, I now plunged down the first 50 or 60 feet of
the slope and threw myself in a kneeling position on to the
singing mass, into which my knees penetrated to a depth of
12 inches or so. I then thrust the bottle deep into the soft,
moving, singing sand and, as I drew it out, noticed a remark-
able suctional sound as of a trombone. A similar sound
resulted from the drawing out of my knees from the slope,
and also as I plunged my hands into the mass and drew them
out again. It also seemed to me that there was a hollow-
ness deep down beneath the surface, but it would probably
be difficult to be certain of that. Furthermore as I knelt on
the moving sand I experienced a curious but quite unmis-
takable sensation of a subsurface throbbing and pulsing,
as in a mild earthquake.
It seemed immaterial whether the sand was set in motion
on the sunny or shady side of the cirque as I got good results
from both—the time being soon after 4 p.m. and the northern
side of the hollow being in the shade. But all my efforts to
get music out of the lowest 60 or 70 feet of the slope resulted
in nothing. At 7 p.m. that evening—without the assistance
of any foreign agency though it happened that our camels
were actually coming into camp at the moment down the
corridor opposite the centre of the singing cliff—the booming
started again, but was not as strong as it had been during
the afternoon and only lasted about half a minute, after
which the concert came finally to an end, leaving me free to
notice one of the loveliest meteors I have ever seen.
At 8 p.m. the half moon stood half-way between Venus
in the east and Jupiter in the west—the two great planets
being seemingly at their most brilliant. The night was light
as day and the sands lay silvery under the illuminations
of heaven like mountain snow. Suddenly with a flash as of
an explosion a huge ball of flame passed across the sky from
the neighbourhood of Canopus in an easterly direction—travel-

